The Tragedy 

He ncedcs no indirect nor Uwfull coiirfe,’. 

To cut off thoie that hane offended him. 

I Who made thee then a bloody minifler,' 
hen gallant fpring.braue Plantagenet, 

ThcPrincely Nouice was ftrookedead by thee. 
c:la. My brothers loue,the Diuell,and my rage. 

I Thy orothers lone, the Diuelljand thy fault, 
fiauc brought vs hither now to murder thee. 

Cla, Ohjif you loue my brother, hate noi me, 

I am his brother, and I loue him well : 

If you behirde for neede,goc backe againe, 

And 1 will fend you to my hxoihcx ^locefier, , 

W'ho will reward you better for my life. 

Then EdwardvfiW for tidings of my death. 

a You aredeceiuediyour brother Gletefltr hates you. 

Cla, Oh no, he loues mc,and he hold s me dcare, 

Cioc you tohimffom me». 

1 fo we willi 

C/4. Tell him, when that our Princely father Tork£, 

Bleft his three fonnes with his viiforious arme ; 

And chargd vs from his foule to loue each other. 

He little thought of this diuided friend fliip, 

Bid Cjloeesler thinkc on this,and he will weepe. 
>^«».I,milflones,as heleffoned vs to weepe; 

Cla. O doe not flander himfor he is kind. 

I Right as fnow in harueft, thou dcceiueft thy felfe, 

Tis hethat fent vs hither now to murder thee* 

C/.I, It cannot be for when I parted with him 
Hehugd mcinhisarmes,andfworewith fobs, 

That he woul^ labour rny deliucry. 

a Why fo he doth,now he dcliuers thee. 

From this worlds thraldome, to the ioyes of Heauen* 

I Make peace with God, for you muft dye my Lord.' 
Cla, Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

Tocounfell me to make my peace with Cod; 

And art thou yet to thy owne foule fo blinde, 

That thou wilt war with God,formurdring me? 

Ah firs confider, he that fet you on 

To doe this deed, will hate you for this deed, 

' . a What 
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a What{hallwe <loe? 

a4.Relent,and faue your foules- 

I Relent,tiscowardly,andwomamfh. 

r/ 4 .Not to relent, IS beaftly fauagc,and dmellifh 
Mv friends I fpie feme pitty in your lookes ; 

Oh if thy eyes be not a flatterer. 

Come thou on my fide and intreate for me : 

A be^’cing Prince what beggerpitttes not > ^ 

I UhuLnd thus : if this will not ferue JJe Uabs him 

He chop thee in the Malmefey but in the next roome. 

^ 2 A bloody deed and defperatcly performd. 

How faine would I like PUate wafli my hands. 

Of this moft grieuous guilty murder done. 

1 Why doll thou not helpe me ? 

Bv heauen the Duke IhaU know how flackc thou art. 

2 I would he knew that I had (aued his brother, 

Take’thou the fee, 4nd tell him what I fay, ' 

Fot I repent me that the Duke is flame. 

I So doc not Ijgoe coward as thou art. 

Now muft I hide his body in fome hole, 

Vmill the Duketakc order for his buriall: ; 

And when I haue my meed I muft away. 

For this wiU out,and here I muft notftay. 

Eater Kiag, Qt^eenefi aft lags yKtuers^&e. 
iCw^.So now I haue done a good dayes worke 
Your Peares continue the vjtited league, < 

I euery day expefl an Embaflage 
FrommyRedemcr,io redeeme me hence : 

And now in peace my foule fhall part to heauen. 

Since I haue fet my friends at peace on eari;^ : 
and i?4/?i«|-/,take each others hand, 
pifemble not your hatred, tweare your loue. 

-K /. By heauen my heart is purged from grudging hate, 
And with my hand I feale my true hearts loue. 

Haft, So thriue I as I fweare the like. ■ 

Ttng. Take heed you dally not before your King, 

Lead heihatis thefopreamcKingof Kings, 

Confound your hidden falehood, and award 
Eyther of you to be the others end. 

D 3 HaH. 


Exit’ 


EKHini 
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